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THE FIGURES DR 1 by David Megarrity 
 
SC1 TYRONE’S OFFICE -- DAY 
TYRONE sits at his desk, content. A red stapler, a red cup full of red pens. 
Behind him is a wall, patterned in a pale grid like graph paper. 
A phone, red pen,  and steaming cup of tea sit in front of him. 
 
He is about to take a sip of refreshing tea when the phone rings. 
 
He picks it up and listens.  
Bad news. He consults a piece of paper in front of him on the desk. 
He replaces the receiver and picks up a red pen. 
 
 
 
He turns. As the shot pulls out we can see a jagged red line descending across the 
grid on the wall. 
The figures. They are getting worse. TYRONE plots a point below the line, and joins 
the dots. The red line now descends sharply. 
 
He shrugs,  takes his seat, and is about to drink when the phone rings again. 
 
He listens, and repeats the process. The red line is going down, down, down. 
The same direction as his mood. 
 
 
 
This process happens again. The red line is now below the desk, out of our sight. 
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Tyrone reappears from beneath the desk, stunned.  
He stands, considers his tea, and the phone, looks behind him again at the red line, 
and sighs. He consults the piece of paper once again. 
 
Suddenly and dashes to screen right. He launches himself into the air, and 
disappears out the window. 
 
 
 
SC 2 BRIAN’S OFFICE -- DAY 
BRIAN sits in a similar office. Phone, tea, staplers, pens: all blue.  
The line behind him is blue. It ascends. 
He is OK. A slow afternoon.  
 
He has just called someone. He removes his hand form the phone. 
 
He looks out the window. Outside, TYRONE’S screaming figure hurtles down past it, 
followed by the pathetic flutter of his piece of paper. 
 
Ah. BRIAN consults the piece of paper in front of him. the figures are improving. He 
reaches for his pen, plots a point on the graph behind him, and the blue line sharply 
ascends. 
 
 
THE FIGURES DR 1 by David Megarrity May 2005 3
 
He takes his seat, takes a sip of his tea, and smiles. 
 
He picks up the telephone again, dials a number, and smiles. Not evilly. He’s just 
doing his job. Well. He looks out the window as he listens to the ringing tone 
 
Our vision follows his out the window. 
 
 
SC 3 THE CITY -- DAY 
A mass of primitive skyscrapers appear to also to be made of graph paper. They are 
perforated with one tiny window each. 
 
Coloured lines are plotted jaggedly across them. 
 
Phones ring. Many phones. Tiny figures plummet. 
 
 
 
Night falls. 
 
Black. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
